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If you want to be able to make it in this business, you got to be prepared to give everything you've got and 
then some. Full on IO percent, you know what | mean? Because this shit ain't for the lazy. You can't expect to 
sit back on your ass, and expect ‘em to come to you. You got to hustle, make the right connections, beg, 
borrow and steal to get anywhere. The labels don't give a rat's ass about your dreams; all they care about is 
whether or not they think you can sell records, and they ain't going to give you the time of day if they don't 


see you out there. 


It takes a while; you gotta make sacrifices and do what you have to do to survive. Home, family, friends, 
forget em. Your only friends are your band and the people you work with, the dudes in the clubs and the 
chicks hanging out at the backstage door. Half of them would stab you in the back, if given the chance, and the 


most of the other half are just waiting to suck you dry. They use you, and you use them; it's all part of the 
game, and you're a fool if you ever forget that. You can't forget that. You can't let your guard down for a 


moment. 


Point is, if you want to make it, you can't let anything get in your way, not even your delicate sensibilities. 
There's no room for that on the streets, and the streets is exactly where you're going to end up at first. You 
see, people don't really understand the kind of drive that moves someone to do what it takes to be a rock star. 
They'll tell you not to put all your eggs in one basket, to have something to fall back on, but that's so much 
bullshit. Sure, it would be nice to have the piece of paper that tells everyone you know something, but the 
fact is, if you're going to ever have a hope of achieving this dream, you're not going to have the time to earn 
it. The life consumes you before you can blink, and the next thing you know, all you have left is a guitar and a 


dream. 


The life ain't easy, man, it's harsh, even vicious at times. As far as the rest of the world is concerned, you're 
a scumbag without prospects and you ain't worth shit. Nobody gets a free ride and you're just one of 
thousands of long haired greasers with stars in his eyes. You gotta find a way to stand out or no one's going 
give you a second thought. Talent is helpful, but not all that important. Hard work, a good look and a little bit 
of luck counts for more then skill. The first thing you got to do is forget your pride. Its kind of hard to 
maintain the cockiness when doors are slammed in your face, and people are telling you that you suck. The 
Strip is a jungle, babe, and you better grow up real fast, or you're gonna make a real tasty morsel for some 


vicious low life out there. 
Sometimes pride is more of a hindrance then a help. 


It happened after we got back from Seattle. It was a disaster. We didn't get a fraction of the money we were 
promised, there were no gigs in sight, and we owed money. Big time. That little room of ours may have been a 
craphole but at least it was a roof over heads; now the landlord was making noises about eviction, and we 
were dodging drug dealers on the street. The whole thing was getting old real fast, and we had no prospects of 
rectifying the situation any time soon Not even begging at the Rainbow did us any good. 


| tried to get a job but not even McDonalds would take me. They said | would scare the tourists, and that my 
hair was a potential health code violation Besides, they wanted reliable, clean cut people who wouldn't take off 
at a moments notice for some loser gig or other. After that, | was pretty down Things are getting rough 

when you're not even good enough for the fast food industry, and | had already burned my bridges as far as 


other employers went. There was no question, | was screwed. 


When something like this goes down, you find yourself scraping the bottom of the barrel as far as your 
options go. This was nothing new to me, | had been in this position before, and lemme tell ya something, man, 
it's times like these when you separate the ones who have it from the ones who don't. t's when you find out 
how far you are willing to go to chase the dream. Is it worth it? Will you swim through shit to reach the 
Promised Land? If the answer is no, then you might as well pack up your bags, and scuttle back home, because 


| can guarantee you, this life will ask you to do exactly that. 


We're whores, did you know that? Every last one of us. Whether it's up on stage or sucking MTV's dick, we're 
whoring ourselves out to make our living. What else can you call it? Did you really think that singing for your 
supper was any different from spreading your legs? We strut on stage as much as any hooker walking the 
Strip, offering our wares to highest bidder to give them the same kind of thrill. It's just on a larger scale, 
that's all. A successful hooker may boast of servicing hundreds of clients, a Steven Tyler can satisfy millions. 


There are drawbacks, of course. You feel a certain desperation to make your pot before you flame out. Age is 
an enemy and drugs..drugs can make you a legend. Worse of all, you could live on, watching your records fall 
into obscurity, and your audience dwindle to nothing. One moment, you could be on top of the world, and the 
next, shooting up your last hit in some roach infested dump. But you had it, didn't you? To get that far? Once 
you knew what it was like to touch the sun, and now you've come full circle, desperation once again your 


friend. 


| was desperate that night, coming home after spending the day looking for a fucking job. The others were 
looking too. Whether they had been successful, | didn't know and | didn't care; | felt like a failure. Seattle had 
tied us together but it also taught us to take nothing for granted, that promises could be broken, and 
circumstances could fuck us over. We were living on the edge and we knew it. All it would take is one minor 
setback, and it could all fall apart like a house made of cards. It's times like this when you have to ask yourself 
how far you were willing to go. | already had my answer, and | wasn't ready to let the dream go. Fuck man, | 


wasn't even close. 


Good thing | no longer had any pride, right? If | ever had it. Pride's for the rich, man, and unless he has a 
trust fund, no struggling musician is ever rich. We do have options, though, when we hit rock bottom. There 
are always options. We don't talk about them much, but they're there, and everyone's pretty much taken 
them up at one time or another. The key was you had to be careful and even then, you could run into trouble 
before you knew what was up. If you were lucky, you even got to like it, risk or no risk, but like it or no, 


everyone -- and | mean everyone -- has been there. Everyone. 


Even Axl's been there. Don't let his homophobic bullshit pull the wool over your eyes. He's been there, and he's 
gone farther then | ever would, and yet | was the one who ran into trouble. Just goes to show, no matter how 


careful you are, you never know what's gonna happen 


| had never seen the dude before. He wasn't one of the regulars you'd see cruising around looking for fresh 
meat. An older cat, maybe in his forties. with a receding hair line and a pony tail down his back. Wore a silk 
Armani suit, and kept his eyes shaded behind expensive designer sunglasses. He was slick, real slick with 
manicured hands that looked soft and almost delicate. Clean. Well groomed. Carried himself with an arrogance of 
a Noriega or an old school Russian Commissar. | mean, this guy acted like he never had a doubt in his life. That 


should've been my first clue. Johns aren't usually so confident. 


The guy had style, I'll give him that. Drove this low slung, foreign job that screamed of money so loud you 
could hear it half a block away, and trust me, in LA, that's an accomplishment. He handled it like a pro. | swear 
he had that thing gliding along the street like a predator, shadowing me for a good ten minutes before he 
pulled up. | waited for him to make his move, | knew what he was after, and | didn't give a fuck. About all | 


cared about was that he understood | had limits, and that | didn't come cheap. 


He opened his window and stared at me from across the passenger seat. | stared back, my head almost 
swimming from the scent of expensive leather coming from the interior -- yeah, even out in the middle of 


the Strip, | could smell it. Didn't let it get to me though. | kept my cool and met his gaze without flinching. 
"You looking for a date?" he said at last, his voice as smooth as silk. 


| lifted my cigarette and took a drag. "Depends on what kind of date." 


The dude just stared, intent--like he found something he never expected to see in a million years, and | was 


starting to get nervous. Funny thing was, it wasn't my ass he was looking at. 
"| don't do anal," | added, just to make myself clear. 


Dude wasn't phased. He just shook his head; licked his lips like it never occurred to him. Well, it occurred to me. 
This was West Hollywood -- that kind of shit was real popular down here. The dudes who trawled these 


streets had come to expect a little ass play from their catch. 


But that wasn't what this one wanted, and he made that clear enough. Was real casual about it too, like he 
wasn't gonna get his panties in a twist if | turned him down, and why not? There were dozens of guys willing to 
give it to him, and with a lot less attitude handed out by a snotty kid desperate enough to consider it. Still, he 
saw something he liked, and he reached for it, attitude or not. He was that kind of guy. Took what he wanted 
and didn't give a shit what anybody had to say about it. 


He wanted a blowjob. 


| smirked and showed off my wares, asked him for a little more detail. Implied that a little extra cash could get 
him an experience he'd not soon forget. 


"lIl give you a hundred for every inch you can take," came the reply. 

"I can take a lot of inches," | said "You sure you got the cash?" 

That's when the dude reached into his pocket, and pulled out a money clip with enough bills in it to choke a 
horse. He didn't say a word; just let me get a good, long eyeful, and | have to admit that | liked what | saw. If | 
played my cards right, a good chunk of that cash would be in my pocket before sunrise, and | never dealt a 
bad hand in my life. At least, not with this. | knew how to give good value for my change, and | planned to earn 
every cent. This wouldn't be the first time | gave a dude a blowjob. 


He didn't know it, but he'd just hired himself a Thoroughbred. 


There wasn't much more to say after that. Sprawled in his fancy car seat, never let my eyes stray from his 


face as he maneuvered through traffic. Watched while the neon from the street reflected back from his 
shades, and slipped through the interior in a play of light and shadow. We traveled in total silence, not even the 


engine noise broke the quiet. He wasn't the talkative type, and | wasn't there for conversation 


He took me up into the hills and to some cushy hotel | had never seen before. It wasn't exactly my style with 
its clean lines and plush carpets; all chrome and indirect lighting, the kind of place where the suits would go to 
get away from us scumbags. | stuck out like a hooker at a Debutante Ball. Come to think of it, that's exactly 
what | was -- a hooker, a rent boy, a street punk come to service one of their own in the privacy of his 
overpriced squat. | wonder what he meant by taking me there; | could've just as easily done the job in the back 
seat of his Porsche. Maybe that was the point. Maybe he wanted me to know how important he was, that he 
could take a whore wherever he wanted, and no one would so much as twitch an eyebrow. Maybe he just 


didn't give a fuck 


Nobody said a word or even looked our way as we stepped into an elevator and went up to his suite. | waited 
by the doors while he dropped his keys on the table and walked into the living room without a backwards 
glance. The place looked like Donald Trump's wet dream, only with a lot more taste. There was a lot of retro 
mixed in with high class modern, touches of Art Deco with an European flavor the likes of which | hadn't seen 
since | was a kid. Elegant, you know? Cold. Almost like a movie set. | half expected Bogart to show up, and offer 


me a fucking scotch. 


The dude took his time. | waited in the foyer while he lit himself a cigar and stood by this big window 

overlooking the Hollywood sky line. Window? More like a glass wall, the city spread out like diamonds on black 
velvet. | knew people who would kill for such a view, whose sole reason for choosing this life was because it 
seemed the easiest way to get a big house on a hill. Myself, | wasn't impressed. I've lived in this city since | 


was eleven years old, and | knew the sort of rot that hid behind the pretty lights. 


| was eyeing this tchotchke, wondering if I'd get a chance to lift it, when he pulled away from the view, and 
crooked his fingers at me. He settled in an overstuffed leather chair, and watched through hooded eyes as | 
joined him, careful to make sure my movements were both casual and sinuous. They like that, you know, like to 
think that you're just as eager as they are. Like to pretend that this isn't a business arrangement, and that 
there's nothing more you want to do but suck their dick. Makes ‘em feel special. A successful whore is one 


that knows how to act, and this is Hollywood, baby, everybody acts, one way or another. 
Yeah, so | pranced a little. So what? 


He enjoyed the show, had this little smile on his face that was almost secretive, resting his elbow on the arm 
of the chair and holding the cigar above his head. There was a Rolex wrapped around one wrist and a heavy 
gold ring with some kind symbol or crest carved into it. Maybe he was a Mason? | don't know. Who the fuck 


cares? | certainly didn't. 


To be honest, | didn't like the way he eyed me as | approached, raking me over with a greed that should've set 
off all my alarm bells. Maybe it did, and | just ignored it, or perhaps | was just too cocky to care. Truth was, | 
wouldn't have been there at all if my back hadn't been against the wall. About all his offer wouldve gotten him 


was a taste of my knuckles, but he lucked out, and propositioned me at exactly the right time and place. | 
wonder if it ever occurred to him that | could've turned him down? He was so confident, so possessive, so full 


of..contempt as | fell to my knees in front of him, that | doubt a refusal ever crossed his mind. 


You can never let these fuckers see you sweat, gotta pretend this shit is all in a day's work and that you're in 
control. If you don't, they'll walk all over you or worse. | didn’t like how he was looking at me, but | didn't show 


it. Instead, | shot him a defiant look from under my lashes, and delicately picked at his fly. 
| guess he didn't like that much, or maybe he just felt the need to remind me who was in charge. 


One minute, | was concentrating on getting his dick out, the next, | felt a thumb digging into my jaw, forcing my 
head back as far as it would go. He was gripping my chin hard enough to hurt, making me look into his eyes, 
and fuck, did they give me the shivers. Like a snake's eyes, man, like a cobra ready to strike. They were real 
fucked up looking too--almost colorless with an odd tint of faded green. Swear to God, that fucker's eyes were 


almost white. 
"You have a fuckable mouth," he purred. "Did you know that?" 
Yeah right, like | hadn't heard that before. 


| wrenched my head away, and got back to business. Soonest begun, soonest done as my Granny used to say, 
and | wanted to get the fuck out of there. This wasn't the first time | had chosen this route. | was good; | was 
real good. Sometimes a fuckable mouth was worth more then a tight ass, and | had taken care to practice so | 
wouldn't end up bent over a back-alley garbage can. Barring interruptions, I'd have this dude shooting his load 
inside of fifteen minutes, and fucking grateful for the experience. He was already hard so | didn't have to mess 
around with getting him up, and for that, | was grateful. | just wanted to collect my fee and go. 


He dropped his cigar in an ashtray, spread his legs a little wider, and hooked a palm around the back of my 
head, drawing me closer. As if | needed encouragement, but that was all part of the game, you know? Letting 
‘em direct the action while you held onto the reins; its the only way you can survive in this business. Shit's 
dangerous as it is, and you need to dance a fine line with these guys. You're nothing but dirt to them, and you 
ain't got no safety net if you fall 


| was careful to watch his reaction as | leaned forward, and licked the underside of his dick with a slow swipe 
of my tongue. He didn't strike me as an experimenter, but you could never tell. It could all seem on the up and 
up, and then, when push comes to shove, they can freak and turn violent. This dude was cool, though, hardly 
reacted at all, just sat there with a lazy droop to his mouth, and an appreciative shine to those weird eyes of 


his. 


Reassured, | gave him another lick, watching him through my hair while | swirled my tongue around his head 
and suckled on the tip. He smiled then, and sank into his chair, giving me more access. The invitation was more 
then clear, and | kept my eye on him while | pulled out all the stops. This cat was paying me a lot of money, 
and | wasn't going to disappoint. For one thing, the more | took, the more | got paid, and | knew | could take him 


down to the root. A twenty-five dollar job wasn't going to cut it, and besides, | keep to a certain professional 
standard in everything | do. 


The funny thing was, he didn't seem all that into it. Oh, he sighed a little, and tangled his fingers in my hair; l'm 
used that so it didn't bother me much. No, this dude was quiet--too quiet. He sat there and purred, playing 
with my hair while | worked my mouth. Usually by the time l'm on my way to deep throat, they're wriggling 
so much | want to tie them down, but not this guy. He was as still as stone. 


It wasn't long before | had my nose pressed against his belly, and he hissed as | drew back. Finally, a reaction, 
and | repeated the move, letting his dick slide down my throat with the ease of long practice. | met his eyes 
and sucked hard, making sure my lips stayed clamped on his shaft before letting up on the pressure to go 
down on him again. Soon, | had set up a good rhythm, working him from base to tip and back again, alternating 
the pressure and teasing him with my tongue. He began to buck, clutching at my head and thrusting down my 
throat while | adjusted to his movements. Deep throating is a tricky business you know. Its not like an ass or a 


pussy, you got to be ready for those thrusts or the guy's dick can do you some damage. 


His movements became more and more erratic, and | began to prepare myself to swallow when he suddenly 
slammed my head down on his dick. At first, | didn't think anything of it, they sometimes do this when they 
get off, but he wasn't getting off. Instead, he just fucked my mouth while holding me in place, and it got to the 
point where | couldn't breathe. | tried to back off but he wouldn't let me up, and | panicked. 


Now, here's the sick thing, man -- that dude? All this time, he hardly even twitched but the minute | started 
to struggle, he started to get real excited. Like he was getting the best fucking lay he ever had in his life, you 
know? Started moaning and crying out, writhing and bucking like he was John Wayne trying to break a bronc. 
Worst part of it was, he didn't give two shits about whether or not he was hurting me. Just held me tight 
and rammed his dick down my throat like he wasn't choking the breath out of my lungs. | don't know why | 
didn't think to bite, but | didn't; | just fought like a sonofabitch, beating my fists against his thighs as hard as | 
could. Not that it mattered much. He didn't budge and it wasn't long before my vision started to tunnel out. 
The last thing | remember thinking was that | was going to die. 


When | came to, the fucker had split. | was sprawled across the floor with cum dripping out of my mouth and 
my head pounding hard enough to make me want to puke. It was a good while before | had the strength to 
move, and when | did, | noticed the c-notes scattered around me like they had been tossed in the garbage. | 
spat what was left of that assholes spunk on his fancy leather chair, and gathered my money up. He left me 


with a cool grand. Either he overestimated himself, or he was real happy. 


| never told the guys what happened. | just went home, paid the rent, paid our debts, and pocketed the rest 
without even mentioning where | got the change. No one asked either. If one of us showed up with a shitload of 
money, we knew enough to keep our questions to ourselves. There are things you don't talk about, not even 
with your bandmates, and this was one of them. Did they know? Probably. As | said, we'd all been there. Only 
Izzy ever saw fit to say anything, and that was nothing more than an idle question about my voice. What was | 
going to say? That | agreed to do a blowjob for cash, and the fucker got rough? Yeah, right. | told him | was 
getting a cold, and he accepted that, but | could tell he didn't believe me. 


He knew. We all did. It was all part of the price. 


